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But I byquethe the service of my gost
To you aboven every creature,
Syn that ifiyiyf ne may no lenger dure.
Alias, the woo ! alias, the peynes stronge,
That I for jou have suffred, and so longe !
Alias, the deth 1 alias, myn Emelye !
Alias, departyng of our compainye 1
Alias, myn hertes queen ! alias, my wyf 1
Myn hertes lady, endere of my lyf!
What is this world? what asken men to have?
Now with his love, now in his <jplde grave
Allone with out en eny compainye 1
Farwel, my swete foo 1 myn Emelye !
And softe tak me in jyoure armes tweye,
For love of God, and herkneth what I seye.
I have heer with my cosyn Palamon Had stryf and rancour many a day a-gon, For love of ^ow, and for my jelousie. And Jupiter so wis my sowle gye, To speken of a servaunt proprely, With alle circumstaunces trewely, That is to seyn, trouthe, honour, and knighthede, Wysdom, humblesse, estaat, and hey kynrede, Fredam, and al that longeth to that art, So Jupiter have of my soule part, As in this world right now ne knowe I non So worthy to be loved as Palamon, That serveth jyou, and wol don al his lyf. And if that evere je schul ben a wyf, Forget not Palamon, the gentil man.' -And with that word his speche faille gan; For fro his feete up to his brest was come The cold of deth, that hadde him overcome. And yet, moreover, for in his armes two The vital strengthe is lost, and al ago. Only the intellect, withouten more, That dwellede in his herte sik and sore,,